Glittering among grey-leaved olive-trees,
Has plucked a flower and sung her loss;
Who finds abounding Ccphisus
Has found the loveliest spectacle there is*

Because this country has a pious mind

And so remembers that when nil mankind

But trod the road, or splashed about the shore,

Poseidon gave it bit and oar,

Every Colonus lad or lass discourses

Of that oar and of that bit;

Summer and winter, day and night,

Of horses and horses of the sea, white horses*

WISDOM
THE true faith discovered was
When painted panel, statuary,
Glass-mosaic, window-glass,
Amended what was told awiy
By some peasant gospeller;
Swept the sawdust from the floor
Of that working-carpenter*
Miracle had its playtime where
In damask clothed and on a seat
Chryselephantine, cedar-boarded,
His majestic Mother sat
Stitching at a purple hoarded
That He might be nobly breeched
In starry towers of Babylon
Noah's freshet never reached*
King Abundance got Him on
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